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Kirkbrides or Norristown, or some place like

that, said he got a wireless message from Mars.

An inmate of one of the London institutions got

tlie same message at the same time. Even "Old

Man Wireless" Marconi himself, did not under-

stand the code, so they conclude it must be from

Mars. Of course it must. Because no electrical

disturbance could take place at a point equi-dis-

tant from these two places at the same time (?)

Now the fact that two places so far apart receiv-

ed the same message at the same time proves that

it came from Mars. Ergo Mars is inhabited, q.

e. d,, but rather p. d. q.

You remember also, how some years ago

one Hans Pfaall and one of Jules Verne's friends

took a trip to the moon. But neither of them

liked the Lady up there so they didn't stay.

But lets us get back to earth. Some time

ago we read a book by an author of the "Chester-

tonian Era." We thought it was fairly good so

we recommended it to another. Two or three

days later we asked him what he thought of

"Soandso's" book.

"Well," he said, "the characters were living,

situation good, life at its best, and descriptions

excellent, but—the author evidently thinks the

world is about as big as a half dollar."

For a few minutes we did not quite see his

point. However, after recalling the characters

portrayed, the things described and how the plot

was unraveled we saw the light.

The story opens with an American boy of

twelve years on his way to England. He is the

hero; so. naturally, he is a winning lad, a regular

fellow. One of the sailors, an Irishman, takes a

liking to him and shows him a few points in the

manly art of self-defense. When he arrives in

England he does things in much the same way as

he did in America. He goes to school, to bed, to

church and to meals, he fought and got black-

eyes and he paid for them in the same coin. He
met many people over there, one in particular he

remembered well, a young orphan girl tripping

the light fantastic to the music of a hurdy-gurdy.

Twelve year later you would expect the hero to

be a man, and he is, a man in every sense; back

in America. v->'.~u:'::,. ;.:;
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One night, while passing thru a park in New
York, he saw a big "bully" relieving a small man
of his ready cash and his grandfather's watch.

The hero tries to prevent. A cop, hearing the

noise, arrives on the scene. And lo !—who was

the cop, but the former Irish sailor. Some tijne

later he saw the little dancer, now an accomplish-

ed terpsichorean artist. He also met several

other of the people whom he had met in his trav-

els, but these two were the most noticeable re-

sults of chance.

We realize fully that this prosaic account

would not tend to increase the sales of his book,

but, in justice to the author, we must say he did

much better than we can do.

Now what do you think of the criticism?

You will, no doubt, say it was a very good one.

But you must also give the author credit for

knowing his business. Why did he make the

sailor, an Irishman? Because he wanted to put
him on the New York police force later. Why
did he teach the hero to box? Because he want-

ed to have a means of defending himself in tight

places. Why did he have the young girl dance to

the hurdy-gurdy music? Because later he want-

ed to put her on the stage.

But you will say the New York police force

is vtvy large and there are many young girls

dancing on the stage.

Sure. Say ! Were you ever down at Atlan-

tic City on Easter Sunday? If you were you
went along the board-walk with—well even by
yourself,—and suddenly someone comes and claps

you on the back,—you look around—and there if

it isn't one of your old college chums. Now you
and—well just you and your college chum are

not the only pebbles on the beach on Easter

Sunday. This criticism may have been correct

when Columbus or your grandfather came over,

but it does not hold today.

The world is getting smaller every day. Do
not misunderstand us; we do not maintain that

tlie equator is tightening its belt or that the heat

of the sun is causing any appreciable shrinkage

in the number of square kilometers. No, we do

not hold this. But, after all, miles and square

miles or the mere cut and dried measure of dis-

tance is not the only means of computation.

We hear of a fellow in France who was A.

W. O. L. (away without leave) strolling along a

road near Verdun. He came across a base-ball

game. From the distance he saw the batter hit

one and start toward first. When he saw this

man run he thought he recognized him. He went
over to the field and sure enough it was one of

tlie boys from his home town, Skweedunk, Penn-
sylvania ; another man on the bench was from the

same town. Right there they had a reunion;

they didn't even miss "Sammy" the peanut-man.
Tliere were two million Americans in France
and France takes up a little space on the map.


